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been driven to speak out all he felt, was to inherit old Miss
Dre\\^s money and carry on meanwhile, without beiha found out,
a furtive intrigue, devoid of all noble feelings, \\ith her cousin
John! And if the Mary who gave a limp, unsympathetic, gloved
hand to Sam was a cold-blooded adventuress, the Sam who save
a perfunctory squeeze to Mary's fingers, as he blinked suspiciously
with his little bear-eyes at her two companions, was a lazy self-
indulgent crank who spent his do-nothing leisure in an attempt to
corrupt that silly little fool, Nell Zoyland.
Thus, on the eve of the Crucifixion of the Redeemer of all
flesh, did the two noblest hearts in Glastonbury weigh, judge,
condemn, and execute each other! They dropped the silent Mary
at the drive gate of Abbey House. "Good-night. John!" was all
she was allowed to say to the man whose body she would have
liked to cling to, with frantic unappeasable desire, all night long.
"Listen, you two!" cried John, when the girl's figure was lost
behind the big laurel bushes, each leaf of which shone like a
goblin's shield in the moonlight, "I've never been up to the top
of Wirral Hill on a moonlit night. Tomorrow's a holiday. Barter's
office will be closed tomorow and so will mine. Let's climb up
there together, eh? It'll be exciting on such a night as this!"
His eagerness was so intense, and the appeal in his voice so
much stronger than any word he used, that the two men con-
sented without demur. They all walked on, still in the middle of
the road, while the noise of their footsteps as they walked was
mathematically increased by the substitution of Sam's heavy
boots for Mary's light ones. They passed the Tithe Barn, where
the mystic symbols of the four Evangelists seemed supernaturally
large in the moonlight; they turned down Bere Lane and skirted
the eastern side of the Abbey Grounds; they turned southwest,
not far from the little Catholic chapel; they took a short, back-
yard cut to gain time; and in less than twenty minutes from the
moment John had suggested it they were halfway up Wirral
Hill.
"That dead tree by that post, up there," panted John, "is the
queerest dead tree I've ever seen! Evans swore it was a thorn
.... in fact a descendant of the original thorn . . . but Mary
maintains it's a sycamore. When I saw it the other day with